exultant shouts of the angels had dwindled to mere curlew pip-
ings, whilst the celestial players looked smaller than swifts cir-
cling over Rome in summer.

Now was Mrs Hairns's opportunity to creep in through the
gate unnoticed. As her foot approached the threshold the houses
of the heavenly street shone friendly in the sunshine before her;
and the mosaics in the pavement glowed like flower beds of jewels.

"She's dead/5 said the student from the Free Hospital. "I think
there was a spark left when I took hold of her to straighten her

out; but it was only a spark. She's dead now all right enough------

I mean poor woman!"
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